
fie a fctnt Qw*dy y of 

Anne. Now for(both,why do you (lay me ? 

What would you with me ? 

Slen. Nay, for my owne part. I would little or no- 
thing with you. I lone you well, and my Vnck'e can 
tell you how my liuing (lands. And if you canlouc 
me, why fo. If not, why then happy man bee his 
dole. 

Anne. You fay well, Mafter Slender . 

But firft you muft giue me leauc 
To be acquainted with your humor, 

And afterward to loue you if I can. 

Slen. Why by God thcres neuer a man in Chriften- 
dome can defire more . What, haue you Beares in 
your Towne,M!ftrcflTc Anne, your dogs barke fo f 

Anne. I cannot tell Mafter Slender , I think there be. 

Slen. Ha, how fay you ? I warrant y 'arc afeatd of a 
Beare let loofe,are you not ? 

Anne* Yestruftme. 

Slen. Now that’s meate and drinke to me, 
lie run to a Beare, and take her by the. muzzle. 

You neuer faw the like. 

But indeed I cannot blame you. 

For they are roaruellous rough things. 

Anne. Will you go in to dinner , Mafter Sknder ? 
The meate ftayes for you. 

Slen. No faith, not 1,1 thankeyou, 

I cannot abide the fmell of hot meate 
Nere fincc I broke my (hin.lle tell you how it came 
By my troth. A Fencer and I plaid three vcnics 
For a di(h of (lewd pruines,and I with my ward 
Defending my head, he hit my Chin : yes faith. 

Enter 
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the merry Jf^ittes of Wind for. 

Enter Mutter F Age. 

P4jv.Come,comc Mafter Slender ,dinncr ftaies for 
you. 

slen. I can eate no meate I thankc you. 

Page. You (hall notchufe,Ifay. 

Slen. He follow you fir, pray leade the way. 

Nay by God Miftris Anne, you (hall go firft, 

I haue more manners then lo,l hope. 

Anne. Well fir,I will not be troublefome. 

Exit emnes. 

Enter Sir Hugh and Simple from dinner. 

Sir Hugh. Harkc you Simple, pray you beare this let- 
ter to Do&or Cay us houfc,the French Do&or. He is 
twellvp along the ftreete, and enquire of his houfe 
for one Miftris Quickly , his woman, or his tryNurfe, 
anddeliuer this Letter to her, it is about M. Slender . 
Looke you, will you do it now ? 

Sim. I warrant you fir. 

StrHugh. Pray you do,I muft not be abfentatthe 
grace. 

I will go make an end of my dinner, % 

There is pepions and cheeie bchinde. 

Exit omnes . 

Enter Sir John Talfiaffes Hojlof the Carter, Nym, Bar- 
doffe y Pittollymd the hoy . 

FdL Mine Hoft of the Garter. 


